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Time To Teach Someone A Lesson 


[For this story, | am using the Dave and David from torchy_thompson's Here Comes The Sun. Certain details 
will be plucked from that story] 


"DAVID ERIC GROHLIII" It echoed throughout the entire first floor of the building and drifted up to the loft, 


where the brunette was hiding. 

He giggled and then threw his hand over his mouth. He knew his partner was going to yell at him but he didn't 
care. It was totally worth it. He removed his hand in order to stuff the other cookie in his mouth. He huddled 
behind the kitchen island, the dog sniffing him and wagging her tail. 

"Where are you, Grohl? | know you're up here." 


"There's nobody up here but me and the cats!" He called out, mouth full of cookie. 


The older man rounded the island and stood over the brunette with his hands on his hips. "I had those all 


counted out. They're for a special order, Dave." 


"They won't mind if a couple are missing." Chocolate eyes twinkled. 


"A couple? Eight. You stole eight cookies. It's a wonder you don't weigh four hundred pounds. Now you're going 


to come downstairs and help me make a new batch." 
"Can | have some of those?" 
"NO!" David yelled so loudly, the dog whimpered and backed away. 


"Then | ain't helping." The younger man pulled his knees up and wrapped his arms around them. He shook his 
head. "Nope. Not helping." 


"Dave!" 


Before David realized what was happening, the taller man was on his feet and rumning past him, toward the 
door. Shelby ran and barked alongside of him and the two of them hurried down the steps. David could hear 


the Camaro fire up and the garage door opening. 


He sighed and shook his head. One of these days he was going to give that man exactly what he deserved. He'd 
beat the brat right out of Dave. 


woun 


Another batch of cookies were made and the special order was delivered on time. The brat and his dog had yet 
to make an appearance. Maybe it sunk in how angry David was this time. David killed the lights and locked up 
the shop. He made his way upstairs and stripped his sweaty, flour-covered clothes off and took a nice, lorg, 
hot shower. His muscles ached and all he wanted to do was to relax in front of the TV for a little while. 


He slipped his thick, plush robe on and slid his feet into his bunny slippers. Shuffling across the loft to the 
kitchen, the cats scurried behind him, very vocally demanding their supper. David put two bowls of food down 
and watched as Boris and Maks greedily ate their dinner. They reminded him of Dave that way. Greedy little 
brats with one-track minds. He gave a smirk at that thought and then put the kettle on for some tea. 


Greedy little brats with one-track minds. The thought rolled around in his brain. While the kettle steamed, 
David hurried back into the bedroom and took a few things out of their hiding place in the bottom drawer of 
his high chest. He laid them out at the end of the bed, where they would patiently wait for his other half to 


return. 


With his cup of tea, David sank into the couch and put his feet up. No sooner had he turned on the television 
when he heard the muffled noise of the garage door opening once more. He smirked as he calmly brought the 
tea to his lips. Soft, slow footfall on the steps told him that Dave was a little reluctant to come home. The 

door opened slowly but David kept his attention on the TV. Shelby squeezed her way in through the crack and, 


above her, a smiling, chocolate-headed brat poked his head in. 


"Hiiiil” He sang. 

"Hello." David coolly replied. 

"| got you something." 

"Oh, did you?" 

Dave opened the door wider and stepped through. He proudly help up the bag in his hand. 
"Got your favorite. The sesame chicken from that one place you love." 


"| already ate." David lied. He had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from grinning at Dave's attempt at 


sucking up. 
"Oh. Well, it will still be good tomorrow, too." 


"Put it in the kitchen" David told him with a dismissive wave of his hand. "And when you're done in there, 


please go into the bathroom, take a shower, and then kneel on the bedroom floor and wait for me." 

"David?" 

"Do it. Now, please." The older man didn't look at him or change his tone of voice in the least. 

Dave swallowed and put the bag of food in the fridge. He paused in the bedroom doorway to glance at David. He 
was in the shit now. David's calm demeanor said it all. When he took a step into the bedroom and saw the 
array of implements waiting on the bed, his heart rose into his throat and he bit his lip. 

"Shit." He murmured. "David, | - " He started as he turned back. 

"Now, Grohl! Don't make me get up. | haven't finished my tea 

Dave's face flickered with fear but he knew enough not to say another word. Slowly, he stripped his clothes 
off and left them discarded on the bathroom floor, per usual. But, glancing down at them, he thought better 


and scooped them up and dropped them in the hamper. He did usually leave his clothes scattered throughout 
the house and somehow, they found their way, fresh and folded, back into the closet. 


His shower was quick as his curiosity and excitement had been piqued. Whatever David had planned for him 
was surely going to hurt but he would probably enjoy it, too. After he toweled off, he padded softly into the 
bedroom and knelt down on the area rug at the foot of the bed. 


Out on the couch, David had heard the shower turn off. Instead of getting right up, however, he slowly 


finished his tea and flipped through the channels. That little shit in there could keep waiting. 


He let another fifteen minutes pass before finally turning the TV off and putting his dirty mug into the 
dishwasher. The dog wandered into the bedroom after David and, seeing her master on the floor, quickly 
ambled up to him and sniffed him. 


"Shelby, go to bed" David said softly. 


The dog whimpered slightly but obeyed and walked slowly to her bed in the corner of the room. The brunette 
beauty on the floor made not a peep. He knelt on the carpet with his head down and his hands folded on top of 
his thighs. David folded his arms across his chest and took a very slow lap around him. 


"You're a spoiled brat. You tear around here with your dog like a twelve year old boy who's had too much 
Kool-Aid. You eat your weight in cookies, drink enough coffee to float a ship, you make a mess. Who do you 
think cleans up after you? Who do you think bakes again to make up for all that you steal? You're loud and 
obnoxious. You're a very, very naughty boy, Grohl, and it is high time you learned your lesson. From now on, 
you will not steal cookies. If you want cookies, you will ask. You will cut back on your coffee intake so that we 
don't end up in the ER again You will pick up after yourself. Do you understand me?" 

From behind a curtain of chocolate brown hair came a barely audible ‘yes’. 

"| didn't hear you." 

"Yes." 


"Good. Please stand up." 


Dave rolled back on his heels and pushed himself into a standing position. He kept his head down and his hands 
hung limply at his sides. When David danced his fingertips across his back, Dave shuddered and hissed. 


"Shh." The shorter man walked around to stand in front of Dave. "Now, do you remember what a safe word 


is?" 

"Yes" 

"Tell me." 

‘| can say it if | want you to stop." 

David laughed softly. "No. Thats not what a safe word is. You do not get to say it just because you want me 


to stop. Because, trust me, there will be times when you want me to stop. No, the safe word is used when 


you NEED me to stop. Do you understand the distinction?" 


A small grin flickered across Dave's face. "Yes." 

"Good. Your safe word is cookies. You will say this when you need me to stop. Okay?" 

"Yes." 

"You know what? Call me Sir. From now on, please say ‘Yes, Sir’ or ‘No, Sir’ Do you have a problem with that?" 
"No, Sir.” 

"Good. You are a very fast learner. Good boy." With the praise also came a kiss. 

A long, deep kiss during which Dave tried to grab onto David and rub against him. David pushed him away and 
gave his cheek a hard smack. The younger man gasped and recoiled, a hand flying to his cheek. He stared at 
David, mouth agape. 

"What? Did you think this was going to be some flirty little game? | told you I'm going to beat the brat right 
out of you. Baby, when I'm done with you, you'll be such a sweet, obedient little thing. Because that's what you 
really want, isn't it? You need discipline in your life and I'm going to give it to you." David's eyes were on fire, 
the golden hazel orbs were dazzling and the sneer showed off his perfect, bright white teeth. 

Dave's breath caught in his throat and he swallowed as he took a step back. "David, | don't know - " 

He was cut off by another slap to the face. 

"David!" The younger man howled in fear. 


"Shut up!" David yelled at him as he reached for the back if his neck. 


In a vice-like grip, he squeezed and forced the taller man back to his knees. He pulled his head into his crotch. 


David could feel his hot breath through his boxer shorts. 
"Suck it" He told him. 


Large, remorseful eyes looked up at him as Dave raised his hands to pull the shorts away. But they were 


batted down. 
"Just suck it through the fabric." 


So Dave opened his mouth and ran it along the length of David's cock. The cotton of the shorts getting wet 
with the younger man's saliva When hands reached for David, again they were batted away. And the hand at 
the back of Dave's neck pushed him further against David's dick. Dave sucked at it while David opened his robe 
and shrugged out of it, letting it fall to the floor. 


"Now my balls." And he forcefully moved Dave's mouth to suck on his balls. "Good boy." 


After a moment, he pushed Dave back so hard that the younger man needed to reach a hand behind him to 
steady himself. David pushed his shorts down off of his hips and stepped out of them. 


"Open your mouth. Keep it wide open." 

Dave sat back on his heels and stared at his lover. 

"Open!" And the hand came down once more, giving Dave a loud, stinging slap across his face. 

"Yes, Sir!" 

Their eyes met and in that instant, they understood each other. David understood Dave's desire, he understood 
that he had awakened a yearning inside the younger man. Dave understood that David was giving him exactly 
what he needed. Was he actually trying to beat the brat out of him? No. He was giving the brat what the 
brat had been asking for. 

David stooped over and kissed him. "Good boy. You know | love you very much, don't you?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

David smiled and pressed another kiss to his forehead. "Now, open wide." 

He did as he was told and purred softly when David pushed his cock just past his lips. Slowly he pushed deeper 
down Dave's throat and held himself there, gauging the brunette's gag reflex. Finding that it was deep in his 
throat, David used one hand on Dave's forehead and the other under his chin to hold his head still. His hips 
rocked slowly and shallowly at first as he fucked Dave's mouth. Faster and deeper he thrust himself until the 
other man was gagging and saliva was pouring down his chin, dripping onto the rug. Hands clutched at his 
calves, nails digging into the skin. He finally pulled out and stepped backwards. Dave flopped forward onto his 
hands and vomited on the rug. 

"Stand up." He commanded, stepping around the small pool of bile. 

"David, please." The younger man whimpered but did as he was told. 

The older man ignored him and picked up a pair of cold, steel handcuffs. He pulled Dave's wrists behind his back 
and cuffed them. David then walked him to the foot of the bed and bent him over it. Dave's head and 


shoulders rested against the mattress while his legs were straight and his ass was high in the air. 


"Remember your word" David reminded him as he gave his ass a hard slap. 


Dave howled and winced but that was it. 


Next, the older man picked up a bottle of lube and squirted a large amount onto his fingers. He smeared it 


over Dave's tightly puckered hole. The younger man could be heard moaning, 
"Does that feel good, baby?" David cooed 

"Yes, Sir. 

"Well, it probably won't for long.” And immediately, two fingers plunged fast and hard inside of Dave. 


He bucked and howled but David kept him in place using the other hand in the small of his back. David fingered 


him hard and deep, finding his sweet spot and pounding up against it again and again. 
"David!" 


"Shut up!" And the hand that was holding him down landed hard against his ass, leaving a stinging, red hand 
print. 


The fingers withdrew and Dave slumped against the bed, panting. 


"Get back up here." David told him as he slid a hand under his stomach and lifted. "I've got something else for 
you." 


Without pause, he pushed a vibrator inside of him. With it turned on high, he plunged it in deep and twisted it 


around. He repeated this several times over. A plunge and a twist. Dave was bucking and howling beneath him. 
"Please! Please, David!" 

"What do you call me, you fucking brat?!" 

‘Sir! Please, Sir!" 

"What do you want?" 

"Fuck me harder!" 


"Oh, you want it harder? How hard? This hard?" He held the vibrator firmly in his fist and he fucked Dave's 
gaping hole brutally fast and hard. 


"SIRI" The younger man screamed and squirmed away. 


He lay flat on his stomach, panting and mewling, face buried in the sheets. 


"Fine. Stay like that." David growled. 

He put the vibrator down and picked up a long, thick leather strap. 

"Sir, no. Please don't." Dave muttered. 

"Are you going to keep stealing cookies?" 

"No, Sir." 

"Are you going to clean up after yourself?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

David held his lover's gaze for a long moment. "I wish | could believe you." 


The younger man mewled and squirmed, his voice was raw as he begged for David not to hit him. 


But he lifted the strap over his head and brought it down onto Dave's ass with a loud crack The brunette 
screamed and bucked against the bed. David placed a soft hand against the red welt the strap had left. The 
heat of the blood rising to the skin felt strangely erotic to him. He rubbed the area gently. 

"Another?" 

"No, Sir. Please no more." Dave mumbled 

"Because you don't want anymore?" 

"Yes, Sin 

"But you need more, don't you?" 

"Yes, Sin 

"Because you're a bad boy, aren't you?" 


"Yes, Sir." 


The strap crackled against his ass again and he screamed again. David peered into Dave's tear-filled eyes. 


Silently, they begged him to stop. But Dave still refused to say his safe word. 


"You do remember your word, don't you?" 


"Yes, Sir." 

David smiled and used a finger to push a strand of hair away from Dave's face. 

"| love you." 

"| love you, too, Sir.” 

"I love hearing you call me that, too. More?" 

"Please." 

Before David let the strap fly again, however, he let it fall to his side as he stood over Dave's reddened, tear- 
streaked, submissive body and jerked off. He let his eyes drink in the messy hair and the sweat-dotted back, 
the red and throbbing ass and the long, well-muscled legs. 

"You're so fucking beautiful, baby." 

Dave watched him stroke himself and wanted so badly to push his hand away and take him in his mouth. He 
dared not move but licked his lips as he watched. He rocked his hips very slowly, very minutely, rubbing his 
own erection against the sheets. He closed his eyes and softly sighed, imagining David offering him his thick, 
hard cock to suck. 

Without so much as a warning, the strap landed against his ass again, harder than the other slaps, stinging like 
a thousand sharp knives cutting through the skin and flesh. Dave screamed and a choked sob caught in his 
throat. 


"Sir! Sir, please!" 


"Were you rubbing your cock on the sheets?" David asked angrily as he took a handful of Dave's hair and 
yanked his head up. 


"No, Sir!" 

The older man roughly shoved his head back against the bed and dropped the strap. He muttered about failing 
to beat the brat out of him so far as he picked another implement. He picked up a flogger with thick, heavy 
leather falls. Balancing the handle in his hand to measure the heft of the implement, his eyes traveled over his 
lover's body. 


"Stand up." He told the younger man and paused a moment to watch Dave attempt to stand by himself. 


When the younger man tried to obey but could only flop over onto his back, due to his cuffed wrists, David 


put the flogger down. He stood in front of him and gently slid his hands under Dave's shoulders and pulled him 
into a sitting position 


"Okay?" 
Dave lowered his chin and softly said, "Yes, Sir." 
"Look at me." 


He slowly raised his head to look up at David, who stood over him, but his hair had fallen over his eyes. David 
reached out and carefully tucked the soft, chocolate tendrils behind his ears. 


"Okay?" He repeated 

"Yes, Sir" 

"Good. Stand, please?" 

With a hand at Dave's elbow, he helped the younger man rise fo his feet 
"Stay right there. Remember your word" 


He picked up the flogger once again. Without hesitation, he brought the falls down, quickly and harshly, across 
Dave's chest. He howled and staggered back a step. David caught him with a hand on his back and steadied him. 


"David..David.." He mewled, lower lip trembling. His eyes filled with tears but he blinked them away. 
"Your word." The older man hissed. 


He paused, waiting to hear it. But when it didn't come, he let fly and this time the falls bit across Dave's bare 
stomach. Again, Dave cried out but refused to say the word. David continued now in a series of quick flicks, 
leaving welts across Dave's chest and stomach. And the last of ten was the hardest, catching the younger 
man at the shoulder. He was visibly shaken and wounded, the tears poured freely down his cheeks now. Large, 
injured eyes watched as David laid the flogger to rest. The stricken look on his face caught David off guard 
when he looked up at his silent lover. Tears and a running nose had turned his face into a red, wet, blotchy 
mess. His lower lip jutted out and quivered. Part of David wanted to bundle him up in his arms and kiss away 


the tears. Part of him wanted to bend the broken angel over the bed and hammer him until he screamed. 
"Turn around." In a gentle voice, he urged Dave to turn so that he could unlock the cuffs. He tossed them 
aside and used his thumbs to massage the taller man's wrists. "On your knees again Suck me. And you may 


use your hands." 


The younger man sniffled and swiped at his nose before sinking to his knees. As he reached for David, the 


older man backed away, turning to the bathroom. He returned after a moment with a handful of tissues, which 
he used to wipe Dave's nose and eyes. Eyes that were large as saucers and filled with an emotion that David 
could not pinpoint. Dave obediently opened his mouth, however, and David pushed himself in. 

It was warm and wet and when Dave closed his jaws around David's cock, he swooned. Long, strong fingers 
found David's hips and clutched tightly. And those eyes still gazed up at him as he bobbed his head back and 
forth, sucking his dick. 


Submission. That's what David saw now. Complete and utter surrender and submission. A worry briefly 


flickered in David's mind. Had he really broken Dave? 
David softly swept a hand over Dave's hair. "Angel," He sighed. "Stand up, baby." 


He gently laid the brunette back on the bed, spreading him out on his back. With Dave's feet planted on the 
bed and his knees in the air, David brought two lubed fingers to his tight hole. 


"Relax, baby. l'm not gonna hurt you anymore" David gently cooed. The fingers breached and slowly pushed into 
him. David plunged them as deep as he could and twisted them around before withdrawing. Only to plunge in 
again The younger man gasped and purred, eyes falling closed 

"Feel good, angel?" 

"Yes, Sir. More, please” 

"Another finger?" 

A contented moan was the reply. 

"Hey. What do you say?" David reminded him with a light slap to his thigh 

"Yes, Sir, Please’ 

"Good boy" 


And a third digit was pushed into Dave, more plunging and twisting. Dave hissed and rolled his hips. 


"More?" David asked before introducing his little finger. He now had four fingers inside of him, stretching him, 
moving slowly back and forth. 


Dave whimpered and squirmed, softly begging for David's cock now. 


With the other's knees around his hips, David planted one hand on the bed over Dave's shoulder and used his 
other hand to guide himself into his husband. Their eyes met and Dave's hands traveled up David's back. 


"Are you okay?" David asked in a gruff whisper. 
Dave smiled and replied in kind, "I'm okay." 

"Did | hurt you?" 

He nodded 

"lm sorry! 


"No, you're not" Dave replied as one hand ghosted down David's spine to his ass. He gripped it and pulled David 
closer. "Now, fuck me. Please, Sir." 


The older man smiled before dipping down for a kiss. 


wun 


In the shower, David tended to Dave's wounds and marks, washing warm, soapy water over them and then his 
lips, kissing each welt and bruise. He toweled the younger man off and led him back to the bed and applied a 
soothing cream to his chest and shoulders. Dave purred and nuzzled his face into David's neck as he massaged 


the cream into his damp, hot skin. 
"Feels so good" He murmured, arms trying to pull the older man against him. 


David squirmed out of his embrace and instructed Dave to turn on his stomach. The same cream was worked 


into his back and buttocks. And the younger man was purring and moaning again. 
"I love you to the moon and back," David whispered in his ear as he spooned the chocolate-headed pile of goo. 


"but if you ever run around here, stealing my cookies and drinking so much coffee that you're bouncing off 


the walls, and you don't listen to a word - " 
"COOKIES!" 
"Fucking brat." David grumbled. 


The man in his arms giggled softly. 


